JULIETTE EZZELIN IS DISPIRITED
JEAN JERPHANION IS INSPIRITED
JULIETTE  EZZELIN
qjl   closed her door.   She heard
first one lock clicking, and then another, as though it were all something that happened long ago. Every time she left her little apartment, it seemed to her that she would never come back to it.
The staircase was before her. She went down it. There is in a staircase descending before you an element of dizziness, a promise. Alas 1 three flights only. The abyss did not go down far.
Juliette had a little parcel under her arm. The concierge's wife watched her as she went out. How pale the young lady on the third floor was 1 And what sad eyes she had -and only two months married I
Nine o'clock. Juliette suddenly found herself outside, and she was surprised. How had she got ready so quickly ? And the apartment was all in order. If " he " happened to come back before her, he would have no untidiness to complain about. She must have gone about her housework without noticing it, with that skill, that swiftness, which she had always had, but which now came into operation only from time to time, like something paechanical, in die midst of complete absent-mindedness. Here she was in the cool, though sunny, street, as early